from Barbara Herrenstein Smith: 


"Teasing Our Tensions" 


As a autonimous literary phrase okay, 


but when somebody else can do it for you? 


Me,there is always someone 
for whom I've wrung 
every drop of sweetness | possess 


in order to come 


up empty, 


so part of me endorses what Aldingham,| think,said. 
| paraphrase, al// that fuss about something 


that should be delivered with the morning paper. 


That same part of me hates women 
screaming over their fuckin rights. 
They have it right in Japan;,still, 


for all the modernization:guy 


works like a fuckin dog,unwinds 
then at nightclub with the boys, 


gets to fuck his brains out after. 


Plenty of money,Plenty of good food and drink, 
Plenty of taxis,Plenty and Plenty and Plenty of Women. 
Showers showers showers of them,saffron,perfumed showers! 


And in the midst of them he's a fuckin' stridin' TIGER! 


Goes home,docile,to his docile wife 

to slippers and kimona and teas and fuss fuss fuss-- 
sweet words and a massage about the shoulders. 
Would you believe it? The softness in the lamplight? 


Could you? A few hours rest ah yes. 


(MY MAN wouldn't want THAT, it's dumb. 
No REAL*****a-MERICAN MAN***** would! says she 
Oh yeah,uh huh, let's submit 


it to a binding referendum.) 


Is heaven an Oriental Concept or what? 


Or,to put the question differently,Luv, 


will you be happy when we're all of us pussys? 


